day that was for Madame Varambaud! The first
congratulations came by the morning post, then the
telegrams began to arrive. And then, just as Monsieur
Varambaud had left for the Palais, at about eleven,
there came the two rings on the bell which invariably
announced the arrival of Madame Armelle.
Madame Varambaud, who had already started
dressing, went to open the door herself. Mother and
daughter embraced with exclamations of delight;
then, still rattling away, and without even giving her
time to take off her hat, Madame Varambaud dragged
her mother after her into her room. Madame Armelle
seated herself at one end of the chaise-longue on which
her daughter's dress was laid out and launched into a
voluble and minutely detailed account of just how she
had heard the news aixd exactly what she had been
thinking ever since: while Madame Varambaud, with
even more than her usual agitation, bustled to and fro
between the little dressing-room and the long mirror
of the wardrobe in her bedroom, dashed into the next
room to worry Cecile to finish her homework, clashed
her bunch of keys, and continually opened and shut
drawers. At length she hurriedly put on her dress,
clambered up on to a chair to fetch down her hat-box,
warned C6cile that it was time to go, and installed
her mother in front of a large basket of mending
(simply, of course, that she might have something to
do if she got bored during her absence): her hasty
farewells were mingled with warnings that the maid
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